MY YEARS ON THE STAGE
us at Daly's felt that these newer managers were intruders. Daly never thought what happened outside of his theatre was of any importance, and this spirit of his prejudiced us.
One fine Sunday Fritz Williams and I rode out to Claremont. Seated at a table near us was Frank San-ger and the man I had mistaken for Alfred Klein. I had known Frank Sanger ini Philadelphia. He had been one of the players, though not a conspicuous one, in the stock company at the Chestnut Street Theatre. He became night clerk in the Hotel La Pierre one summer. Later he got into theatrical management and made a great deal of money out of Charles Hoyt's play, A Bunch of Keys. With Hayman he built the Empire Theatre for Charles Frohman.
At this meeting at Claremont Sanger and Frohman joined us. Sanger turned the conversation, in a rather diplomatic fashion, to the possibilities of my changing managements. I do not mean to imply that this conversation was exactly prearranged.
Sanger said: "John is wedded to Daly as a manager."
"I don't know about that," I answered.
"You're not thinking of changing, are you?" Sanger asked.
''No," I told him; "but I'm not bound as a serf."rd the accomplishment of our purpose. To our treasurer, Mr. William Bispham, we owe the wise selection of our house, to Mr. Stanford White its admirable reconstruction and embellishment, while to the poet Aldrich we are indebted for the choice of our appropriate and comprehensive title, the world being but a stage where every man must "play his part." Mine just now, as the New Year dawns, is a very happy one, since it permits me too Pilnuit ....... . ........ .. MB. JAMES Lewis
